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O more, iny T H YRS TH lay thy Pipe aſide, 
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Muſick, to Mod' rate Grief, too oft I've try'd : 


While now our Flocks frequented Paths do ſtray, 
To Flow'ry Meads, and Fountains take their way; 
Let us, oh THYKRS$1s! to the Grotto's walk, 
Sit in ſome Shade, and mix in harmleſs Talk. 
Thy Pipe was wont to charm, when on the Plaias, 
From Shades remote, thou drew * Liſt'niag Swains : 
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Nimphs -rowded round, content to Hear, and Gaze, oo 
Delighted with thy Pipe, and Manly Grace. 

Eat h 1 ker Chuice, but ſuch another Swain, 
While a0 ſave poor IRENE, wiſh'd in vain: 

Not my charm'd Ears alone, thy Pipe cou'd pleaſe, 

But Love, with the ſoft Notts, my Breaſt did ſieze. 

The Woolly Flocks arcund thee wou'd reſort, 

And tender Lambs rebound in harmleſs ſport : 

Charm'd with thy Pipe, they'd the ſweet Shrubs forbear, 


a 


And tho the Briars, their young Fleeces tear. 
Ev'a pamper'd Goats, did from their Herds divide, 
And Antick Kids, skip'd up the Mountains fide. 

Thus Heav*aly Harmony, all Things obey, 

And ravilte Nature owns its powerful ſway. 

But now, oh Ti yYxs1s! change thy warbling Strains, 

Since Sorrow beſt befits theſe Mournful Plains: 

Thy Fipe lay by Tune thy Harmonious Tongue, 

And let ASTER1 A's Grief inſpire thy ſong, 

Queen of theſc Plains, in Sable Verſe deplore, 

Tie Lovely Shepherd | 


Now, alas, no more: 
Revard ye Liſt'ning Flos is Her tender Moan, © 
An mrateued Nimpa, Her CELADON # gone. 
Gore is the Beft, the Levelieſt of Swains, | 


That ever Lid, or Sung upon theſe Plains. 


All Love, and gentle ſoftneſs fill'd his Breaſt, 


Nor a more tender Flame e'er Swain profeſt: 


Nothing his deathleſs Paſſion cou'd exceed, 


But poor ASTERIA's Grief, —who Mourns indeed, 


Movrns her ſad Swain, to long Fliziam fled. 
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Thou ſtriking CELA DON 's, coud' miſs her Heart? 


Things ſo iaſeparably joyn'd, that ſcarce, 
The Siſters cou'd divide His Thread from Hers. 


Pluckt from Rich Fleeces, and ſo nicely ſpun, 


That Loves ſoft God had wove their Hearts in one. 
No, from thy Hand, thou did'ſt ſome Dart enlarge, 
When Heaven was unmindful of its Charge: 
Or if the Gods conſented it, *twas unkind, 
To Part, what they themſelves had only Join'd. 
SEC poor As TER IA, ſee her weeping ſit, 
Doom'd to a Crown — but for its Cares unfit, 
Around Her Pitying Nimphs their Tears impart, 
And Mournful Swains their Bleating Flocks deſert : 
Thence to ASTERI1A's Palaces repair; 
Whileom all Gay, now hung with ſad Diſpair : 


Scepters, nor Garlands are no more her Care. 


Sad Cypreſs Wreaths, inſtead of Fillees, bind 


Her flowing Hair: Diſchevell'd by the Wind, 
And Her ſoft Head, upon Her Arm reclin'd. 

Oh Nymphs ! for the moſt Mournful fight prepare, 
If ever Gricf was lovely read it there! 

Read it in poor As TER I A's artleſs Woe, 

Soft as thoſe Streams from Guſhing Fountains flow, 
When down the Rills to Marniries Brooks they go. 
All Pale and Lifeleſs, She Reſpires new Breath: 
Exceſs of Grief is a ſhort Fit of Death. 

Too true the {ad Compariſon we find, 

For fled is poor ASTER1 A's Peace of Mind: 
Fled is the Beſt, the Lovelieſt of Smains ! 


That ever Pip'd, or Sung, on theſe, once Happy, Plains ! 
| B Come 
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But Pity, in aus Senſe, might Cruel be, 
Plaints do but aggravate the Memory. 
Oh THYR3ts! Sing Her Grief in mouraful'ſt Strains, 
Tell it as far as Bright ASTER IA Reigns, 

As far as there are Nimphs to hear, or pitying Swains. 
And all ye Flocks, regard her tender Moan ! 


Her Deareſt Swain, her CEL A D ON, i gane 


Thyrſs. Oh my IR EN EI while thou ſpeak'ſt of him, 


Syeet is thy Voice, and Grateful is the Theme : 


Who, on theſe Plains, but did the Swain eſteem ? 
Who ever ſung, but muſt His Flame approve ? 
What Nimph, what Swain, but CEL A Don did love? 
Ah none ! Our Grief has but too juſt a Cauſe, | 
Lovely, amidſt his Flocks the Shepherd was. 

Celadon, Chief of all the Albion Swains, 
Belov'd as far as His As TERI A Reigns; 
Dear to Her Boſom, He rul'd Monarch there, 
Hated, nor Envy'd, as all Fav'rites are. 
He His own Merit in our Shades might boaſt, 
Only As TE RIA more, our Songs engroſt: 
She in whoſe Arms Life ſtole too faſt away, 
And turn'd to endleſs Night their Happy Day. 
Regard then, Oh ye Flocks, her tender Moan ! 
P AN's Chiefeft Swain, her C E LA DON gone. 
From Foreign Shades, when young, the Shepherd came, 
(Warm'd with a Virtuous and Implicit Flame) 
Deſiring ſaw the Nimph, and did adore: 
Love ne'er had truer Votaries before. 
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An equal Paſſion met their Vigorqus Eyes, 

Love at one Glance did both their Hearts ſurprize 
(A happy Omen of their future Joys.) 
Soft mutual Fires were kindled in each Breaſt, 


Pure as the Sacred Yefials Cer poſſeſt. 

Regard then, Oh ye Flocks! Her tender Moan, 

P A N's cChieſeſt Swain, Her CELADO N, is gone. 
But vain, in Artleſs Songs we mourn Him here; 

Far from the Palace is our Humble Sphere: 

To Brighter Swains ſuch skillful Lays belong, 

I Unfit to Grace ſo mean a Shepherd's Song. 


Irene. No, THYRSIis, no, What other Swains refuſe, 
Shall but the more invigorate thy Muſe : EY 5 
As er'ſt thy Pipe, Love ſhall inſpire thy Tongue, : $ 


Sweet as P A N's ſelf once on the Mountains ſung; i 
Lov'd CELA DON, and ſad ASTERI A's Grief, 
Claim ev'ry Muſe; if Songs can give Relief. =, 


Sing of their Loves, None ſhall deny thee Praiſe, =_—_ - : 
Nor loftier Swains diſdain the Herds-man's Lays. R 


 Thyrſi. True, I cou'd ſing, and boaſt as willing Strains 4 2 

As cer a Shepherd on theſe Mournful Plains; : 

Cou'd as ſad Thoughts of CELADoN expreſs N 
1 As thoſe that yet might ſing with more ſucceſs; | 
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But greater skill than mine require ſuch Lays, 


My Head ne'er circled yet with ſmiling Bays. 


Will CH Am, nor Is 1s, raiſe no heav'nly Muſe ? | 
Nor Thames, thy ſacred Banks, ſome Swain produce? 
STREPHON, among thy Flocks, ſhou'd Tune again 
His warbling Airs, and charm the liſt'ning Plain; 

| ; From 
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From PAN the Youth Celeſtial Fire receives, 


In whoſe ſoft Song PASTORA ever lives. 


Or DAMoN Pipe once more his Lays Divine, 


Þ Sweet as were thoſe with which he ſung the BOYWNE, 

5 Such 1 Swains might well their Loves Rehearſe, 
EO f : And make 'em Live in never dying Verſe. 

E p But 1 unus'd to Song, unknown to Fame, 


Too poor my Lays, to raiſe ſo bright a Flame; 
The cooing Turtles that frequent theſe Groves, 
In murm'ring Notes ſhall better tell their Loves; 
Shall better, the ſad Nimph's Diſpair relate, 
Now left, and Widdow'd cf her tender Mate. 

Come then ye harmleſs Doves, for you beſt inde 
What Pains, what Gricf, the Nimph muſt undergo, 
Tell us what tis to loſe, if cer unbleſt, 

The dear lov d Partners of your faithful Neſts ? 
How did ye fit, and ſigh, and cooe alone, | 
And to the Pit'ing Shades repeat your Moan ? : 
Your droopingWings on ſome ſoft Myrtle ſpread, 
And your paſt Loves in endleſs Murmurs plead. 
Come all. ye Songſters, ye that charm the Vales, 


The Linnet, Throſtle, and ye Nightingales, 


| Change into Sadneſs your once Warbling Throats, 
And with the Turtle mix your tender Notes. 
See how the Flocks, neglected, rove at large, 


Whilſt ez'ry Swain's unmiadful of his Charge. 
That Lovely Herd which CELADON Cid Graze, 
Now quits theſe Meads for unfrequented Layes ; 
Miſſing the Swain, from Hill to Hill they range, 


And with their Lowings Deafen all the Plains; 
| 7 1 Nimptlis 
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Nimphs too, the skipping Fawas, and ſportive Kid, 


Tender as their own Loves, forget to Feed, 


Nor with the little Lambs, their harmleſs Care, 
To Murm'ring Brooks, and Chriſtal Streams repair: 
No Jeſſamine, nor Roſes, deck their Heads, 

Nor Violets, and Mirtle, makes their Beds. 

On the Bleak Plains diſconſolate they lye ; 

Their Hooks, and Garlands, all neglected by. 


For thee, Oh CELADON ! their Grief appears, 


In Mournful Songs, and never ceaſing Tears: 

For thee the Shepherds ceaſe their Pipes to raiſe, 

And Jocund Hinds forget their Roundelays. 

No flowing Waſllals to the Field are born, 

Nor loaded Flocks, by laughing Swains are ſhorn. 
The Painful Bee forſakes th* Induſtrious Hive, 

In drowſy Songs, for CELADON they Grieve ; 

Stragl'ing Abroad, the idle Truants ſwarm, 

Nor to the Tinklins Cimbal will return. 

Roſes their ſweetneſs too forget to yield, 

And Dead are all the Lillies of the Field. 

No odour, Venus to her Afrtles gives, 


And dying Palms drop off their wither'd Leaves, 


The Fountains, gricy'd, have wept themſelves all dry, 


And rip'ning Plants their Moiſture ſpend, and dye, 
All that 2s ever ſweet has left theſe Plains, 
And nothing but imbitter'd Song remains. 

Well may ye, Oh Shepherds, make your Moan, 

The Lovclieft Swain of all theſe Plains is gone. 


Oh CELADON! for thee the Tritons Grieve, 


And wat'ry Nimphs their Oozie Beds do leave: 
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For thee, to Shoar, in rolling Waves they come, 
Content, on the wild Beach to ſit and mourn. 
Rivers forget, uncharm'd, to glide along, 

Lulb'd into Murmurs by the Shepherd's Song: 
No Rural Fames adorn each mouraful Bank, 

But Breathleſs Pipes that on the Willows hang : 
Well may ye, Oh! ye Shepherd:, make your Moan, 


P AN's Chiefeſt Swain, your CELADON à gone, 


* 


Irene. Oh THYR SIS! ſweeter's thy Melodious Tongue 
Than Shepherd ever Pip'd, or Nimph cer ſung: 
Here cou'd I fit ; upon thy Boſom lay 
My weary Head, and liſten all the Day. 
Tho' ſad thy Song, yet are thy Accents ſweet, 
Whilſt thou do'ſt CEL a Do N's lov'd Name repeat, 
CELADON's, Death, ne'er ſnall theſe Plains forget! 
That Luckleſs Morn, beneath yond Myrtles ſat 
Two cooing Doves, in gentle Murmurs met : 
Loud were their Plaints, and ſeem'd, alas, to ſhew 
Some ſad Diſtreſs, ſome wore than common Woe ! 
A while they Bill'd, flapping their am'rous Wings, 
And moan'd, and coo'd, a Thouſand tender Things ; 
Till tir'd, at length, One from the other flew, 
And ſeem'd to bid along, and laſt Adieu: | 
Never was Grief more exquiſite than now. 
For oh! to ſee its tender Partner fled, 
'Twou'd pierce the flintieſt Heart, to hear the moan it made ! 
Reaching my Hand — (which now, inſtead of Fear, 


x courted to be made a Priſoner) 


60K the harmleſs Captive—— and for Aid, 
To Venus, for her Bird, in pity pray'd f 
But ſill it moand, nor wou'd be comforted. 


«? 


It's tender Bill cloſe to my Lips it preſt, 

And with a Sigh, expir'd in my Breaſt. 

Judge then my Grief —— Yet Fun'ral Rites I gave, 

And wept, and ſtrew'd ſweet Vilets o'er its Grave. 

A Thouſand Fears th' unlicky Omen bred : 

When, from thoſe Shades ſome mournful Eecho ſaid, > - 
Weep, Oh ye Hochs, for CELADON is Dead 

Dead is the Beſt, the Lovelicft of Swains ! 

That ever Pif'd, er Sung, on theſe, once Happy, Plains! 


Tell me then THYRS1s, tell me gentle Swain, 


Muſt we fo part, never to meet again? 


When we ſhall take a long, and laſt, Farewel, 
And far divided from each other dwell ? 
Forgotten be, as tho' we ne'er had been, 

And drink, as Poets feigu, of Lethes Stream? 
»Tis ſad to think Oh! Never! Never! fay, 
I ſhall from thy lov'd Arms be ſnatchd away. 


Thyrſis. Forbear, IRENE; Where ſuch Thoughts intrude, 
They labour but the Minds inquietude. 
Small cauſe had we, e'er this ſad Day to grieve, 
Who Bleſt, in the moſt tender'I Love, did live : 
Thou was't my All, and I was All to thee; 
What Nimph, or Swain, was happier than we? 
Secure we revelbd in theſe peaceful Shades, 
O'er whoſe lov'd Bow're, thick Palm and, Cypreſs ſpreads. 


Here 


Here the kind Turtle built her am'rous Neſt, 


And all the Feather d Kind ſought nightly Reſt. 4 

Roſes beneath, and Vilets did abound 

In ambient Rings, that circled on the Ground, 

With ſpreading Jeſſimine all ſhaded round. 

Scarce cou'd the Sun our endleſs Loves eſpy, 

But we transfus'd, and wrapt in ſweets we lay. 

Or while the Morn did yet our Care retain, 

At eaſe extended on the Verdant Plain. 

Thence warbling Notes, the happy Day prolong'd, 

From TIHYRSIS Pipe, or ſoft 1 RE N E's Song. 

At peace our Flocks did thro' the Valleys ſtray, 

Till the declining Sun lit home their way : 

Then in their Folds were ſhut up with the Day: 

Whilſt I, with all the Nights diffuſive Charms, 

Was doubly Bleſt, in thy more happy Arms, 

There I was Folded, till the Day again 

Did with its chearful Light ſalute the Plain: 

Whence t'our Charge, we were ſummon'd to repair, 

And Pipes and Vocal Muſic charm'd the Air. | 
Why then this ſcrup'lous Search of Things to come? 

Or. why, on needleſs Fears do'ſt thou preſume ? 

Let us till live and love IRE N E, ſtill be Bleſt, 

And :- ſuch curious Thoughts diſturb thy Breaſt. 
Tho now we fit and Mourn, in abjei? Strains, 

The beſt of Nimphs, and very beſt of Swains : 

Tho' gloomy Clouds, our Peaceful Day invades, 

And Darkneſs Reigns, in theſe once happy Shades, 

Think not the Sun has ever left this PLAIN; 


But all will ſmile, and all be clear agaia. 


When 
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-w hen Love, prop ew, ſhall the Nimph attone, 

And Heav'n accept our Verſe for CELADON: 

He and his FLAME (my Layes cou'd yet prolong) 

Shall be the Subject of each Shepherds Song: 

There he ſhall ever Live, ſhall ever prove 

The SACRED PATTERN of all Godlike Love. 
Oh heav'aly Swain |! fleep on to endleſs Peace; 

For thee, our willing Layes ſhall never ceaſe. 

Draw thou, in more Refulgent Shades, thy Breath, 

We, and our Flocks, will eer lament thy Death. 

Nimphs ſhall their Grief, in yearly Plaints renew, 

And on thy Tomb dead Palm and Cypreſs ſtrew. 

Loves gentle Quiver, and his Bow unſtrung, 

Shall be, as Fun'ral Trophies, uſeleſs hung. 

A Thouſand Loves thy Obſequies ſhall fag, 

And Venus all her Doves and Mirtles bring: 

There we'll an Altar raiſe, the Scaborn Queen, 

Where, thy Loves wond'rous Story ſhall be ſeen: 

On Parian Veins, to ſpeak thy DEATHLESS FLAME, 

In VALU'DLETTERS we'll Engrave the ſame. 


r Page 1. Line the 1ſt, for Irena, read Irene. 
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